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CHAPTER 1,

OMI quickly, Lady
Feliele, and I will
ahow to you the ap-
parition. You shall
gee for yourself il
old Jeannot has -
vented a foollsh
tale to scare the sil-
ly peacant people,
And my old eyes
have notcheated me
nor been bewitched
by an ovil epell—ihe figure passed not
ten minutes azo. Tt always returns this
way—so you can gee it for yourself.

So saidl the worthy servitor of the
Languedoe family, Jeannot Lazin, ina
solemn and suppressed voice, as he mo-
tioned for his young mistress to follow
him into the low shrubbery which
skirted the meadow, ere the dense
woods took possession of the ground,

The youthful Lady Felicie, with 2
smile of arch merriment on her bright
voung face, followed him fearlessly—
pausing a moment, however, to cast an
admiring glance at the scene she was
leaving behind her.

Well worthy, Indeed, this parting at-
tention, was the charming bit of land-
seape, just now coqueting with the pur-
ple miatiness of approaching evening.

A prolonged, undulating glope of
amoothly turfed terraces edged with
straight lines of poplars, 1lka deep
green fringes, and crowned at the sum-
mit with the cluster of turreted roofs
forming Languedoc chateau, whose tall,
quaintly shaped chimneys rose far up
ngainst the gold flughed blue of the
¢louds, seoming to reach the slender
thread of light which the young new
moon hung ott, as eign of her advent.

At the right was the thickly woven,
undulating canopy of grand old trees,
forming the Little Forest of which the
Languedocs were 80 proud and chary
—and far on to the left you caught
the glitter of waves, where the
Mediterranean reveled in the
last golden bheams of sun-
ghine, and the bright reflection showed
the spires and roofs of Frejus like
some clond city, ready to vanish at a
moment's warning.

Lady Felicie gave a glance—smiled in
joyous, triumphant consclousness that
the beautiful spot was her own proud
heritage, and then gtepped lightly and
dalntily along over the rough pathway
by which Jeannot led her,

The old man looked profoundly sol-
emn—very much awed, and little
frightened, as he plunged into the deep-
ening shade, every now and then
pausing to allow the falry footsteps of
Tis companion to recover the adyant-
age galned by his buge strides.

He found a dry, mossy spot, half
covered with drooping vinea, amd mo
tioned for Lady Felicie to occupy it.

“It is hera 1 have always gtood,
Lady Felicle; you see that it commands
a view of the opening path; he has
always gone out past me," whispered
Jeannot, with a stealthy glance at the
degignated pathway.

The smile faded off from the girl's
face, Somehow the weird somberness
of the wood, with old Jeannol's awe-
struck face heside her—she coultd not
retain her playfulness, She drew her
mantle of violet silk closer over her
head, and waited In silence.

“Hark!” whispered Jeannot, uncon-

«elously grasping her arm.
A dull, heavy sound, of regular blows,
whether from mortal ax, shovel or pick,
could hardly be determined, broke the
stillness reigning around.

The old man crossed himsell rever-

ently.

“1 alwnys hear it just so," whispered
he, “and in a little while he is sure to
appear.”

“But ghosts don't work, Jeannot,"
gald Lady Felleie. “Why don’t you
zet some of the men with you, and fol-
low up the gounds till you find what
makes them?”

“Haven't I tried it alone? Holy Mary!
T've senrched and eearched the woods
over, and never a trace can I find of the
ground broken, or of a tree disturbed.
I had wiid ideas at first—I thought
gomebody was burying some guilty se-
cret—a murdered body, or a stolen
treasure, and I meant old Jeannol
ghoud have the glory of finding it all
out. 1 might as well have tried to
raige a sunken ship from the sea. Oh,
now, my lady, it's all beyond mortal
finding out—that's my belief, and gure
1 won't be so bold as to bring upon

. myself the evil one’s vengeance by pry-

ing into his doings. It was only be-
ciuse you reproved me, as an idle story
toller, that I brought you here to see
for voursell—"

He pauged abruptly, shrank back un-
der the bushes, and frantically selzed
her hand, while he pointed to the open
pathway beyond them.

Lady Felicie bent forward, not with-
aut a violent beating heart, it must be
admitted.

A tall, darkly draperied figure, with
a shovel over hls shoulder, was stalk-
ing slowly along before her eyes,

So much was undeniable, Moreover,
nlthough one hangd held the shovel, and
the other awung idly by his side though
no lantern or torch was anywhera vis-
{ble, a little clrcle of bright light went
wavering along with him, seeming to
radiate from his very feet.

Despite her best efforts, a cold chill
crept aver the girl, and she stood shiv-
ering untll the mysterious figure van-
lshed from sight, -

Jeanpot was muttering prayers, with
vehement eagerness.

Lady Felicle made a degperate exer-
tion, seelng the old man's terror, and
exclalmed resolutely:

. “Nomsense! I{ was a man, who s

prowling around here for some evil
purpoge. I acknowledge you have con-
vinged me, Jeannot—my good, old
Jeannot—that I was hasty In accusing
you of trusting too much to your im-
agination. You have certamnly sean
the figure, but I opine it will prove to
be deeldedly more tangihle and natural
than a ghost. You must bring others
with you and follow him——"

“Oh, my Lady Felicie, it is a ghost,
or the evil one—don’t talk so scofling-
ly. I am afraid an evil spell will fall

upon you as a punlshment, I was
going to tell you how I did
follow him, and how he turned
upon me his Dblazing eye and

threw up his hands, and little flames
came dancing all around him, and ke
opened his mouth, and it thundered,and
the very ground seemed to quake, Oh,
I smelt the sulphur, and I saw the blue
flames. Don't doubt It, Lady Felicie
—I wouldn’t come again for the king'a
scepter, 1 came now only to convince
you. I am afrald gome terrible thing
is to happen to us, and that this is the
slgn. Holy Mary, have merey! T will
get the good priest Lo say prayers for
ug all. Hut come, we must return. My
lady, the countess, will be angry with
me for bringing you here, and Victoire
will be tired of waiting where you sta-
ticned her."

And loocking around him shudder-
ingly, Jeannot stepped forth into the
path,

Lady Fellele followed thoughtfully.

“It is very odd,” murmured she:
“when my father returns from Parls,
't must be thoronghly investigated."”

“Ah, yes; I shall he so glad when the
count gets home. M. Pierre, the over-
geer, called me a foolish, old driveller,
and bade me hold my tongue. The
noble count might believe him, but
you, Lady Felicie, can assure him that
I do not lie, I'm sure that T do not
want to frighten all the people, as M.
Plerre says I do; but this is a dreadful
thing to keep to myself."

“Don't talk now, Jeannot,” sald La-
dy Felicle impatiently, “How dark it
has grown! 1 don't know what my
mother would say, if she knew I came
with you and without any other at-
tendant, Pray, let us hurry.”

The old servant quickened his pace
at these words, and the lady kept step
with him now,

She gave n great sigh of reliel when
they reached the open ground. The
stars were out, and the pale silver cres-
cent had brightened into gold. From
the chatean flashed a ruddy gleam
kindling from window to window.

A light figure came bounding down
the hill.

“Oh, my Lady Felicie, have you
come? Your mother has sent out twice
for you, Have yuu seen ILT

“Hush, Victoire! keep discreet sil-
ence if you wish my favor, and don’t
tease me with questions, I,will go to

"my mother now."

The pretty walting maid dropped an
humble courtesy, and followed demure-
ly after her mistress, us the latter
turned swiftly toward the chateau, but
she was eagerly repeating to herself:

“Lady Felicle has sean the ghost, I
am sure—or why does old Jeannot
fling me such a triumphant glance!
How brave thege noble ladies can be!
Nothing, I am sure, conld have tempted
me to go with Jeannot into the wood
at this hour. She Is so grave and still
—it | certain that ghe has seen some-
thing."

The lady, however, did not gratily
her curiosity. She passed hastily
across the broad hall when she reached
the chateau, and went dircetly to the
boudolr of the countess,

She was a very fine looking woman,
this Countess Languedoc—tall and
stately, and dressed with suitable rich-
negd; but there was a sad expression In
her goft, deep eyes, which betrayed that
her noble estate had not brought with
it unmixed happiness,

She rose from the velvet lounge as
her daughter entered, and exclaimed,
childishly:

“Felicie, Fellcle, where have you
been? This wild rambling will not
answer. You know how deeply it

would dizplease the count to know you
were away from the chateau grounds,

unattended. And I have sent twice
for you, and no one knew where you
were, not even Victolre, Your
father—"

The sweet, red lips of Felicle checked
further speech, as she flung her arms
around the lady's neck, and kisging her
repaatedly, answered gaily:

“Ah, yes, my father—I understand,
my lady mother; but mon pere is away
in Parls, and will never know, for I am
sure you will not tell him, And it is
so refreshing, so delightful to be free
and wild just a little; I'm sure when I
have half a dozen servants at my heels,
as papa always sends me forth, all my
pleasure s destroyed, and I have many
a time envied one of our own peasant
girls her unmolested freedom. Bay,
now, my darlingest of mammas, do you
blame me, if I take advantage of my
father's absence, and send the trouble-
some attendants to their proper
places?"

The dancing, sparkling eyes peercd
roguishly into her face, and the coun-
tess smiled, even while she sighed.

“l suppose it is natural,” sald she,
vielding, while ahe stroked back the
gloasy waves of hair from the fair fore-
head. .

“Of course it is" replled Felicle,
gaily; "mon pere is so—so exceedingly
partieular, it s most tiresome, Where's
the good of grandeur If it must {orwnent
yeu all the time? Now (hat he can't
insist upon our going down to regular
dingner in that huge dining hall, that

rlmﬂu ready to swallow two peaple like

you and me, why not ring the bell nni
order a nice little repast for us here’
It would be so cosy, so home llke, &0
extremely dellghtful.”

The countess smiled still more
brightly, and stretched out her hand
foward the bell,

Ifelicle flew to reach it, and after the
necessary orders had been given, she
throw off her mantle, playfully seated
the countess again in the easy chair,
and drew a cushion of emerald velvet
to her feet, :

“Now, mamma, for one of our cosy
talks—what shall it be about?"

“Your absence, tonight, ma chere.
What detained you so long, my child?"

Felicle shrugged the white ahould-
ers gleaming so pretily through the
lace cape of her low sbodice of violet
slllk.

“Ah, mamma, that will be too dismal
a topie, Walt till they have brought
more candles. Tell me something
about your glrlhood; what you thought,
how you felt when you were no older
than your glddy daughter.”

The delleately penciled eyebrows ol
the countess contracted, and a weary
look of pain flickered a moment over
her face.

She took up the fairy hands croased
over her knee and kissed them soltly.

%1 must say as you do, my love, it
is too dismal for that, while the roora is
so dimly lighted. 1 have received a
letter from your father during your ab-
gence, He s to leave Paris in another
week, and he thinks the young Marquis
de Berri will accompany him on his re-
turn hither, and bids me prepare you
for it.”

Folicie started, and a flood of crim-
gon rushed to her face,

“Oh, mamma,"” exclaimed she, and
then covering her fiace with her hands
she burst into tears and sobbed vehem:

ently.

CHAPTER 1L
e HHKE countess mads
ano e¢ffort to check
her, only now and
then bent down and
kissed the flushed
¥/ forehead and wet
. cheelk,
Felicla started to

pacing to and fro.

“It is sp humili-
ating!" oxeclaimed
she, passionately; “to be bartered and
gold like a dumb aninial, because rank
and estates are matehed; to have no
question asked concerning.character
and hearts. Oh, it Is barbarous!"

The connteas watched her with a per-
turbed and deeply sympathizing face.

“Does my father think I am a stons,
or & butterfly—thnt 1 have no feeling,
no taste, no deep soul requirements?
Oh, I have envied the peasants before,
but never so much s now. I could
wisgh T had never been born!" went on
Ielicie, more anid more bitterly, while
the excitement grew upon her, her soft,
dark eyes glittered fiercely, and two
burning erimson spots gathered upon
har chooles,

Her mother sighed deeply.

The glrl heard it and turned impetu-
oualy.

“0Oh, mamma, mamma! my good,
true, tender mother—surely yon will
not be harsh with me, you will pity
me! Oh, Implore my father to foregc
this hated marviage. 1 know nothing
of the marquis, I do not wish to know
him. Tabhor his very name, Say that
I need not gee him."

“I fear that I cannot promise you
any help,” answered the countess, sad-
1y,

Telicle turned away with
ulance.

“No one cares for my true happiness,
no one knews how to pity me."”

“Feliciel’” sald the countess, in a
tone of deep reproach and unutterable
sarlness,

The ingenuous girl Nung herself In-
to her arms, imploring pardon amidst
a flood of tears.

ITO BE CONTINUED

girlish pet-

ADAM’'S HEIGHT.

Fignres Seom to Show That It Was
Sixty-Flve Feet.

At various times within the last few
yvears assertions have been made by
many thinkers that Adam and the ante-
diluvian people were of extraordinary
height, but many other thinkers (who
have never thought much about the
matter) have laughed at the assertion
and cried “bosh,” saye an exchange.
I, too, am of the opinion that there was
something more about Adam that was
extraordinary besides the number of
his years. To 'prove the same by a
course of mathematical reasoning we
will take Noah, whose life was twenty
years longer than Adam’s and who i
quite as well known for his generosity
to the human and animal races. Ac-
cording to Genesis Noah lived 950 yeara
and than died. It Is a well-defined
rule in nature that animals, bipeds and
quadrupeds live about three and one-
hall times the number of years required
for their individual maturity, Thus
man in this century matures in 20 and
(dles at the age of 70 years. Dividing
the age of Noah by three and ona-half,
we find that he reached his maturity
in about 270 years. The average man
of to-day at maturily measures about
five feer and weighs about 125 pounds.
Five feet in twenty years ls equivalent
to three inches in one year. Applylng
the same rtule to Noah'ds maturing
years, we find that at his maturity he
was sixty-seven feet tall and weighed
1,376 pounds. It stands to reason that
if Noah was so great in body that the
originator of the race ‘must have been
cqually as large. '

M:s. Wallace—1 thought you told mo
that this was an educated parrot?
Bird Dealer—Yea, ma'am, rs. Wal-
lace—He mukt have been sducated in
an Institute for the deal and dumb.—

Cloncinnat! Engv

TALMAGES SERMON.

“CROWNS OF THORNS AND
CROWNS OF ROSEGS."

i'rom the Text: “Yeo Know the drace
of Our Lord Jesus Christ, ‘That Though
Ho Wans Rloh Yet For Your Sule e
Decame Poor”—IL Cor. 8: 0

HAT all the worlds
which on a cold
winter's might
make the heavens
one great glitter
are without Inhab-
jtants ls an absurd-
ity. Sclentists tell
us that many of
=5 these worlds are too

hot or too cold or

too rarified of at-
mosphere for residence. But, If not
fit for human abode, they may be fit
for beings different from and superior
to ourselves. We are told that the
world of Jupiter Is changing and be-
coming fit for creatures like the hu-
man race, and that Mars would do for
the human family with a little change
in the structure of our respiratory or-
gans. DBut thap there s a great world
swung somewhore, vast beyond Imagi-
nation, and that it s the headquarters
of the universs, and the metropolis of
{mmensity, and has a population in
numbers vast beyond all statistics, and
appolntments of splendor beyond the
capacity of canvas, or poem, Or angs
to describe, Is as certain as the Bible
is authentic, Perhaps some of the as-
tronomers with their blg telescopes
have already ecaught a glimpse of it,
not knowing what it is. Wae spell ft
with slx letters and pronounce it
heaven,

That Is where Prince Jesus lived
nineteen centuries ago. He was the
King's Son. It was the old homestead
of eternity, and all its castles were os
old as God, Not a frost had ever chill-
ed the air. Not a tear had ever rolled
down the cheeg of one of Its inhabi-
tants. There had never been a head-
ache, or a sldeache, or a heartache,
There had not been a funeral in the
memory of the pidest fnhabltant, There
had never in all the land been woven
a black veil, for there had never been
anything to mourn over. The passage
of millions of yz2ars had not wrinkled
or crippled or hedimmed any of Its
eitizens. All the people there were in
a state of eternal adolescence. What
flaral and pomonie richness! Gardens
of perpetual bltom and orchards in un-
ending fruitaze, Had some spirit from
another world entered and asked, Whit
is sin? What is bereavement? What
is sorrow? ‘What is death? the bright-
est of the Intelligences would have fzil-
od to give definjtion, though to study
the question {here was silence in hea-
ven for half an hour,

The Prince of whom I speak had hon-
ors, emoluments, acclamatlons, such as
no other princa, celestial or terrestrial,
ever enjoyed. As he passed the street,
the lnhabitanta took off from thelr
brows garlands of white lilies and
threw them in the way. He never en-
tered any of the temples without all the
worshipers rising up and bowing In
oheisance. In all the proeessions of the
high days he was the one who evoked
the loudest welcome. Sometimes on

foot, walking in loving talk with
thoe humblest of the land, but at
other times he took chariot, and

among the twenty thousand that the
Psalmist spoke of, his was the swift-
est and most flaming; or, as when St.
John deseribed him, he took white
palfrey with what prance of foot, and
arch of neck, and roll of mane, and
glenm of o) is only dimly suggested
In the Apocalypse. He wias not llke
other princes, waiting for the Father
to dis and then take the throne. When
years ago on artist in Germany made
n picture for the Royal Gallery repre-
genting the Emperor Willlam on the
throne, and the Crown Prince as hav-
ing one foot on the atep of the throne,
the Emperor Willlam ordered the pic-
ture changed, and sald: “Let the prince
keep his foot off the throne til] 1 leave
it

Already enthroned was the Heavenly
Prince side by side with the Father.
What a cirele of dominion! What mul-

titudes of admirers! What unending
round of glories! All the towers
chlmed the prince's pralses. Of all the

inhabitants, from the centre of the city,
on over the hills and clear down to the
beach against which thea ocean of im-
mensity rolls its blllows, the prince
was the acknowledged favorite, No
wonder my text says that "he was
rich,” Set all the dlamonds of the
earth in ohe sceptre, build all the pal-
aces of the earth In one Alhambra,
gather all the pearls of the sea in one
diadem, put all the values of ‘he earth
in one coin, the aggregate could not
express his affluence.  Yes, St. Paul
was right, Solomon had in gold six
hundred and eighty million pounds, and
In silver one billlon twenty-nine mil-
llon three hundred and seventy-seven
pounds sterling. But a greater than
Solomon is here. Not the millionaire,
but the owner of all things. To de-
geribe his celestial surroundings, the
Bible uses all colors, gathering them
In rainbow over thae throne and setting
them as agate in the temple window,
and hoisting twelve of them into a
wall, from striped jasper at the base
to transparent amethyst In the cap-
stone, while between are green of emer-
ald, and snow of pearl, and blue of
sapphire, and yellow of topaz, grey of
chrysoprase, and flame of jdeinth, All
the lovellneas of landscape in [ollage,
and river, and rill, and all enchant-
ment agqua-marine, the sea of glass
mingled with fire as when the sun sinks
in the Mediterranean. All the thrill
of music, Instrumental and vocal,
harps, trumpets, doxologles. There
stood the prince, surrounded by those
who had under their wings the velocity

of millions of miles In a second, him-
gelf rich in love, rich in adoration, rich
in power, rich in worship, rich in holi-
negs, rich in “all the fulneas of the
Godhead bodily."

But one day there was a blg dlzaster
in a department of God’s universe. A
race fallen! A world in rains! Our
planet the scene of catastrophe! A
globe swinging out Into darkness, with
monntaing, and seas, and Islands, an
awful centrifuga! of sin sceming to
overpower the beautiful centripetal of
righteousness, and from it a groan
reached heaven. Such a sound had
never been heard there. Plenty of
sweel sounds, but never an outery of
distress or an echo of agony. At that
one groan the Prince rose from all the
blissful elrenmjacence, and started for
the outer gate and descended into the
night of this world, Out of what &
bright harbor into what a rough sea!
“Stay with us,” cried angel after angel,
and potentate after potentate. ''No,”
gald the Prince, “l cannot stay; 1 must
he off for that wreck of a world. 1 must
stop that grean, I must hush that dis-
tress, 1 must fathom that abyss. 1 must
redeem  those nations. Farewell,
thrones and temples, hosts cheruble,
geraphie, archangelle! 1 will come
back agaln, eirrying on my shoulder a
ransomed world. TIill this is done 1
choose earthly scoff to heavenly ac-
clamation, and a cattle pen to a king's
palace, frigid zone of earth to atmos-
phere of eelestial radlance. 1 have no
time to lose, for hark ve to the groan
that grows mightier while I wait! Fare-
well! Farewell! ‘Ye know the grace
of our Lord Jesus Christ, that though
he wus rich, yet for your sakes he be-
came poer.' ™

powering ns that between the noondas

midnight of his earthly arrival?
enough, the angels were aut thal night
in the sky, anid an especinl meteor act-
ed as escort, but all that was from oth-
er worlds, and not from thils world.
The earth made no demonsiration of
welcome, If one of the great printes
of this world steps out at a depot,
cheers resound, and the bands play,
and the flags wave. DBut for the ar-
rival of this missionary Prinee of the
skies not a torch flared, not a trumpet
blew, not a plume fluttered,
musle and the pomp were overhead.
Our world opened for him nothing bet-
ter than a barn-door. The Rajah of
Cashmere seat to Queen Victoria a

that cost seven hundred and fifty thoun-
sand dollars, but the world had for the
Prince of Heaven and Barth only a lit-
ter of straw. The crown jewels in the
Tower of London amount to fifteen mil-
lior dollars, put this member of eler-
nal Royalty had nowhere to lay his
head. To know how poor he was, ask
the camel drivers, ask the shepherds,
ask Mary, ask the three wise men of
the East, who afterward came to Beth-
lehem. To knaw how poor he was ex-
amine all the records of real estate in
all that Orlental country, and see what
vineyard or what fleld he owned. Not
one. Of what morignge was he the
mortgagee? Of what tenement was ho
the landlord? Of whuat leaze was he
the lessep?
Nct owning the boant on which he
gailed, or the beast on which he rode,
ar the pillow on which he slept. He
had so little estate that in order to pay
his tax he had to perform a miracle,
putting the amount of the assessment
in a fish's mouth and having it hauled
ashore. And after hls death the world
rushed in to take an nventory of his
goods, and the entire aggregate was
the garmenta he had worn, sleeping in
them by night and traveling in them
by day, bearicg on them the dust af
the highway and the saturation of the
gsea, St Paul i omy text hit the mark
when he sald uf the missionary Prince,
“For your sakes he became poor.'
The world conld have treated him
better if it had chosen.
means for making his earthly condition
comfortable. Oniy n few years belore
when Pompey, the general, arrived in
Brindisi he was greeted with arches
and a costly colemn which celebrated
tke twelve million people whom he had
killed or conquered, und he was al-
lowed to wear his trinmphal robe in the
genate, The world had applause for
fmperial butch2rs, but huffeting for
the Prince of Peace. Plenty of golden
chalices for the favored to drink out
of, but our Prince must put his lips
to the bucket of the well by the road-
gide after he Lad begged for a drink.
Poor? Born in another man's barn,
and eating at another man's table, and
crulsing the lake In another man's
fishing-smack, and buried in anothey
man's tomb. Four inspired anthors
wrote hiz biogeaphy, and Innumerabls
lives of Christ have been publighed,
but he composed his autobiography in
u most compressed way, He sald, *I
have trodden the wine-press alone.”
But the Crown Prince of all heavenly
dominjon has less than the raven, less
than the chamois, for he was homeless,
Aye, In the history of the universe
there is no other Instance of such com-
Ing down. Who can count the miles
from the top of the Throne to the bot-
tom of the Cross? Cleopatra, giving a
banquet to Antony, took a pearl worth
a hundred thousand dollars and dis-
golved it In vinegar and swallowed it
But when our Prince, according to the
Evangelist, in his |ast hours, took the
vinegar, in it had been dissolved all
the pearls of his heavenly royalty.
Down until thers was no other har-
rassment to suffer, poor until there was
no other paupérlsm to torture. Billions
of dollars spent in wars to destroy men,
who will furnish the statistles of the
value of that precious blood. that was
shed Lo save us? “Ye know the grace
of gur Lord Jesus Christ, that, though
h&ﬂl’lrllh. yet for your sakes he be-
came poor." S

Ouly those who study this text in two

land of heaven, I wish that some day
you might go to the Holy Land and
tale a drink out of Jacob's well, and
take n sail on Galllee, and read the
Sermon on the Mount while standing
on Olivet, and see the wilderness whers
Christ was tempted, and be some after-
noon on Calvary about three o'clock—
the hour at which closed the cruecl-
fixion—and sit under the sycamores and
by the side of brooks, and think and
dream and pray about the poverty ol
Lim who eame our souls to saye, DBul
you may be denied that, and go here, in
another continent and In another hem-
Ispheie, and In scenes as different as
possible, we recount as well we may
how poor was our Heavenly Prince,
But in the other holy land above we
may all study the riches that he left
behind when he started for earthly ex-
 pedition. Come, let us bargain to meet
each other at the door of the Father's
mansion, or on the bank of the river
just where it rolls from under (he
throne, or at the outside gate. Jesus
got the contrast by exchanging that
world for this; we will get it by ex-
changing this world for that. There
and then you will understand more of
the wonders of the grace of our Lord

Was there ever a contrast so over-

of Christ’s celestinl departure and the |
Sura |

All the |

bedstead of carved gold and a canopy |

Win ever paid him rent? |

It had all the |

iJenus Christ, who, “though he was
rich, yet for your sakes became poor.”
Yes, grace, (ree grace, soverelgn
\grace. omnipotent grace! Among the
thonsands of words in the lanzuage
there i8 no more queenly word., It
meana free acd unmerited kindness.
| My toxt has no monopoly of Lthe word
One hundred and twenty-nine times
does the Bible eulogize grace. It is
a door swung wide open to let inte
the pardon of God all the millions who
choose to enter |t
John Newton sang of it when hs
wrote:
“Amazing grace, how sweet the sound,
That saved a wretch like me."
Philip Doddridge put it into all hym
nology when he wrote:
“(irace, 'tls a charming sound,
Harmonious to the ear;
Henven with the echo shal] resound,
And all the earth ghall hear.”
When Artaxerxes was hunting, Tire-
bazug, who was attending him, showad
the king o rent in his garments; the
king said: “How shall I mend it?"
“py glving It to me"” said Tirebazus
Then thie king gave him the robe, but
commanded him never to wear It, as
it would be inappropriate, DBut seecing
the startling and comfortiog fact, whila
Cour Prinee throws off the robe, Ha not
only nllows us to wear it, but commands
ua ‘o wear it, and it will become us
well, and for the poverties of our spir-
ftual state We may put on the splendora
of heavenly regalement, For our sakes!
O, the personality of this religion!
Not an abstraction, not an arch under
which we walk to behold elaborate ma-
sonry, not an foe castle like that which
tho Empress Ellzabeth of Russia, over
a hundred years agn, ordered to ba
| constructed, Winter with its trowel
| of erystals cementing the huge blocks
| that had been guarried from the frozen
] rivers of the North, but our Father's
]

house with the wide hearth craclkling
a hearty welcome. A religion of
warmth and inspiration, and light, and
cheer: something we can take into our
hearts, and homes, and business, re-
creations, and joys, and sorrows. Not
L an unmanageable gift, like the galley
pregented to Plolemy, which requirod
four thousand men to row, and Iis
draught of water was so great that it
conld not come near the sghore. but
somelhing you can run up any stream
of annoyance, however shallow. En-
richment now, enrichment forever,

The Hill of Denth,

The Smithsonian Institution scien-
tists say that the most remarkahle
| prehistoriec monument in the south-
western states—maybe in all the coun-
try—is a Dblack barren butte on the
lower Gila river, some fifly miles east
of Yuma. It Is not wonderful from
any architectural standpoint, There
are no marvelous hieroglyphics nor
immense pleces of engineering work
which haffle the minds of modern selen-
tists, It Is but a plain, bald, rocky
point, uglier and plainer for ita sharp
contrast against the clear blue sky.
But it {8 wonderful—because upon its
nerial heights, which look down over
the green vegas and rolling potreros,
are the white and bleaching bones of
a band of people who fought the last
flght for existence. No cne knows
when this battle was given nor who
were the besiegers of the beslegzed,
There are evidences of a mighty con-
flict, and the little mesa which tops
the mountain bears witness to the fear-
fulness of the struggle by its carpet of
humnn bones. This point, which Is
known locally as La Loma de Muerte,
or the Hill of Death, is a prominen{
landmark throughout this whole re-
glon. 1t is shunned hy the Indians
and superstitions Mexicans as well
The main bhighway from Tucson to
Yuma leads by the base of this hill,
and pious Catholles who have ocea-
slon to pass along the route invariably
cast a rock upon the pile, which has
thus accumulated Into a considerable
mound. Not a very costly shrine, bul
built with sincere hands.

Ever Near.

Of what an easy, quick access,
My blessed Lord, art Thou. How sud-
denly
May our requests thine ear jnvads
To show that state dislikes not easl-
NeEs,
1t I but lift mine eyes my sult is
made
Thou canst no more not hear than thou
canst dig!
—George Herbert.

. Prios Tisty,
‘Emina—And, Charlfe, des:
you have really shot yourssir it
refused you? “Indeed I wou
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